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; Socrates, or the philosopher of more modern times, 
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I am the light of the the world. *—MESSIAH. 


p light ! How luminous are the rays of 


tomb 1 is made radiant, as the orient orb of day, 
through thy presence on earth, and the cheerless 
gloom of death vanishes before thee ! "The dark 
shadows of ignorance and error, with all their off- 
spring of woes, flee away at thy approach, and 
love celestial embalms the soul ! 

' 'The prison doors are unbarred and openeg wide 
—the mental chains are burst asunder at the gound 
of thy heavenly voice; and the captive Set free 
upon the hills of gospel light, and joy, and peace! 
What is man without thee, and without the kind 
directing rays of thy truth in this vale of sorrows! 
He is miserable indeed, —a wretched wanderer in 
a dark world of desolation and decay!--the sport 
of the wind and waves of time, for & few short 
years, then fatherless and friendless, sinEs into the 
broad sea of eternal oblivion, unknowing and un+|} 
known forevermore ! 

It. is..only when we ccompare the qvetimony of 
Jesus with the cold and” heartless speculations of 
would-be philosophers—when we bring each in 
their turn home to our own bosoms, and apply 
them to our wants and circumstances, to our 80cial, 
domestic and kindred connections, that we see, and 
are led to admire that gospel light reflected from 
the world's Savior, and-see its suppeine value and 
importance to human happiness. Unlike Plato, |' 


he stands forth in all the- moral grandeur of © the 


tion of the only-begotten of heaven, the INlumin- 
ator of the world—the Comforter of our race, and 
the Messenger of © good news from a far country,” 
beyond the shadowy region of death. 


His doctrines are not of earthly invention, —they 


originate ſrom the great Source of .intelligence and 
love !—his light emenates from the regious within 
heaven's burning portals, penetrating the dark 
clouds that hang around the confines of eternity, 


and borrows not a ray from the philosophy of man. 


Like the full moon in all her majestic splendor, 
he travels 'across the galaxy of glimmering tapers 
which philosophers of the world have lit up in the 
moral firmament ; and throws their feeble and 
gickening 4nto distant obscurity by the mild 
and powerfullight of his truth. Kind reader, jf you 
would know the value of that gospel light, 'which 
cnuses the sorrows and/pains, the fears, doubtsand 
degpairs of the world to sink away at its approach, 


turn for one moment and eonternaplate the doctrines 
of those who would divest- us" of Christianity, the 
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the wise ones of our age have discovered, in their 
profound researches after*trathg and which they 
would offer you as a substitate for the doctrine of 
* Jesus and the resurrection%—and what are they ? 
Where do they point your longing eyes for protec- 
tion and support — for comfort and consolation 
amid the universal decay” of | earth, and the 
sorrows and afflictions of lity ? Nowhere, 
save in death. Annihilation's black ocean is the 
grand point at which they centre, and the bearless 
grave is the fulness of their-hopes! They come to 
us clad in the garments'of darkness and death, and 


their course ! 'The cup 
of life is at once 


"T with the gall and 
wormwood of distant *and*inevitable nonentity; 
and the holiest breathings 6f the soul for immor- 
tality are trampled sportively in the dust. Their 
cold and chilly mists congeal the soul with horror 
while contemplating the dread prospect, and spread 
blight and mildew over the” happiness and hopes 
of the world ! Their temples are reared, encur- 
tained in darkness and gloom and around their 
altars.are seen the hopes and desires of the human 
heart crushed, and” mingled with the tears of de- 
spairing mortals in one *coinmon funeral pile ? 
Ah !. yes; man, the noblest work of God, where is 
he ? Atheigm hath cousigued bim to the dismal 


tomh becomes his dwelling for ever. Who can 
contemplate with stoic. apathy the distant seene 'of 


an intelligent universe for ever bound in dreamless 
'slumbers ! ! Time moves on her steady course— 
ages on ages roll onward in endless guccession; but 
\man Still sleeps beneattr the clods of the valley! 
| Who can reflect upon this subject, and realize that 
'those mighty intellects, which bave astonished the: 
.world with their powers, and swayed empires and 
kingdoins with the majesty of their eloquence, are 
now doomed to endless ruin and decay; and with|| 
the appalling fact continually before him, that, by 
8ome sudden freak of chance, he must sooner or 
later be laid low in the fane of death, without feel- 
ing his blood rush back in iey currents into its secret 
fountains, and the 8oul sicken with horror ? Can 
man ? No, impossible. As vell might he divest 
heaven of its glorious orb, pluck the remot- || 
est star from its celestial throne and plunge it 
into beamless oblivion, as cheg& the inward breath- 
ings of his soul for future imnjortality, and remain 
at peace /in the prospect of pon-existence, His 
hopes and desires reach beyonll earth and its shad- 
ows; and the spirit burns with him to survive the 
spoliations of death, and bloon\in immortal purity. 
And yet infidelity gratifies non of thege desires,— 

brings no other prospect th endlesg desolation 
and decay—no other food tha 
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its, and 8u$taip our sinking vat 8, than the awful 
tale of eternal death, 


She points us'to the past 'as 
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away the gospel of Jesus, and let: xeiples 
become universal, and we behold dq ariging 
in one solid mass to meet the clouds of heaven 
from every part of the habitable globe ; and 'not 
one beam from the immortal world flinging its light 
across this slumbering ocean to illuminate, cheer 
and 8ustain mortality, and point man to his God! 
The holy aspirations of the soul pour forth in ten- 
fold ardour ; but unable to penetrate the cloud that 
broods over the moral world, and seek a resting 
place in the bosom of the Eternal! Man bemoans 
his existence in plaintive notes, but they are spent 
amid the s8urrounding gloom! He shudders. and 
clings to earth as death approaches him, believing 
that he shall not survive his ravages ; but irresigti- 
ble fate pushes him onward into- the grave, and the 
8cene' is closed forever! Such would be the condi- 
tion of mankind should infidelity become universal, 


and the gospel not permitted to oh its light and 
glory around us. 4 


SR. 
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But, kind reader, follow me one step further in 
contemplating this 8ubject. Not only is the philos- 
ophy of man unable to quench that thirst for im- 
mortality inherent in our natures, but our social 
and relative connections open another source of 

need which it is incapable of zatisfying. We live 
not wholly to ourselves, or as distinet and Separate 


[beings; we are parts of one eommon whole, knit 


together by innumerable ties and aMinities which 
create an interest in each other's welfare ; and 
which are 8usceptible of communicating pleasure 
or pain, joy or 8orrow through the whole body, as 
cireumstances and events transpire. And more 
especially in the domestic and family circle does 
this connection exist in untold strength and dura- 
bility. 


There is not one around whose heart is not found 
the sjIken cords of affection sweetly entwined, and 
'whose bosom is not warmed with emotions of 
kindred love, And can the dreary doctrines of 
Atheism give comfort and support when those con- 
nections are 8eparated? Can we find consolation 
when those ties are broken, in the belief that they 
shall never be reunited? Parents, bring this sub- 
ject home to yourselves, and make the trial. When 
death hath 8natehed from your yearning bosoms 
the lovely cherub of your joys, go follow its lifeless 
remains to the Jone grave ;—husbands and wives— 
brothers and isters, bear ye each other to the cold 
tomb; and while you shed the scalding tear of 
brow at their departure, and your hearts are 
ready to break with grief as you gaze for the last 
time upon the lovely, though deathly form of one 
that was dear, tell me if the belief, that you Hever 
shall behold them more, will ou the flowi 
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from: lara we 8ecek in vain to. reliove / our gor- 
rows, and assuage our We are like the 
mmariner on the stormy geean without chart or 
compass ;—the black waters of death roll on /in all 
the appalling horror of universal and endless deso- 
lation, and we 'on their dark mountain waves 
with terror way as they approach us. ! 
a system, that ean give no he g balm wh 

kindred ties are broken—that can give no comfort 
when our» fondest hopes are. crushed beneath the 
Strong ..arm of death—a system, that would ery at 
our tombaloor in. bitter wailing, © DzaTa 18 Ax 


BTERNAL-SEEEP,* and present to the mind's eye, | 


as we look into the charnel-house of the destroying 
angel, a boundless waste of darkness and gloomy 
gilence, can have no-joys for man. It is too heart- 
less to sustain the's0ul—too cold and cheerless to 
comfort in affliction, and too beamless to brighten 
up the countenance in the last struggle of expiring 
nature. It mocks at the sorrows of men—freezes 
up the fountain. of life, and enrobes all heaven 
and earth in its own sable garments of Night. 

Turn now, kind reader, and contrast the gospel 
of Jesus with those speculations of men which we 
haye noticed ; and how- sensibly do' we , realize the 
value of his truth. We are ready to respond to 
his heavenly yoice, *I am the light of the world,” 
as we contemplate the grand and sublime prospect 
held out to view in the resurrection and restitution 
of the world. In him are centred the hopes and 
the joys of the universe. *fI am the resurrection 
and the life He brought life and immortality to 
light' for all "the'sons and daughters of our race ; 
and gave us the assurance, that © as he lives, we 
Shall live also.? How comforting and cheering is 
this truth to man in this sorrowing yale !—its celes- 
tial beamings dispel the clouds of darkness that 
hover over mortality, and shield from the storm 
and the tempest of affliction and sorrow! * 'They 
that sit in darkness see great light; and amid those 
that sit in the region of the shadow of death,? light 
Springs up at the proclamation of * Jesus and the 
regurrection.* Yea, this truth throws open the 
gloomy portals of the tomb, which infidelity would 
bar—dispels the shadowy pall that hangs around 
its walls, and fills it with light and glory! We 
see, through the rezurrection of our Redeemer, 
the seal of destruction stamped upon the gates of 
death and hell; and are enabled to look with the 
eye of faith across their stormy waves to the para- 
dise of God, and behold an immortalised throng, of 
all nations, kindreds and tongues, striking their 
lofty pzans of * Glory to God in the highest,” 
through an eternal day! We are led to join inthe 
triumphant. song of the apostle, while contempla- 
ting the consummation of the Messiah's reign, «<Q! 
death where is thy sting! O! grave where is thy 
victory!” Thanks be to God who giveth us the 
victory through our Lord Jesus Christ. The light 
of Jesus discloses, likewise, that relational in 
which we stand to the Eternal. 

He proclaims him our Father. « When you 
pray, 8ay our Father ;* thus giving us the assur- 
ance that”he is not the Father of one alone; but 
© Ovx Fararr '—the changeless Father and Friend 
of the world. What endearing and delightful as- 
Sociations gather around the s0ul at the 80und of 
409 * gi has a sacred charm in it that Julls 

j 1n,1n tc Co repose, like the child in the mothers 

ut carries. us on through the changing 

) of He, and makes us fear no evil; it allevi- 
our cares and sorrows, with the consideration 
we a pore M, the. hands of our Father, 
1ded with : pt wy of his loye, and. Ms 
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embrace your companion and little ones, and con-| 
signed them to the|gilent tomb? 'Even then 
taste of joy, as you gaze for the last time on-4 


Father, even | there -as here ; 
broken tie sball be reunited in ad. of It 


home ; and the till small voice of faith whispers 
in the $6ul: *'The dead ball live again in a tearless/ 
world.” Yes, the light of Jesus directs the moth- 
er's eye beyond the Yomain of death ; and enables 
her, as she stands beside the lecyiog ashes of the 
dead, to embrace through faith her little ones again 
in newness of lite ; |\s0ns-to welcome their fathers, 
{and fathers their sons, on the shores of immortality; 
and companions and friends to greet each other in 
'the warm glow of friendship to 8eparate no more 
forever! 
nature, who can 

gospel of Jesus, and duly appreciate its value! 
The pillow of death is made 8oft by his voice, and /; 
radiant with the light of his truth! 

No fears can hover around us in that till hour 
to increase the momentary, pang,—-nor farewell: 
griefs swell the tear in 
signation adorns the death-pale brow, and hopes, | 
full of immortality and yoy, grow brighter and 
brighter as the lamp of life expires! 


fearing no evil.” 
of our race! 
More to be desired than golden treazsures ! 


Light of lights, and Comforter 


tions are 800thed, a 


opened to our view! May we ever be grateful for 
that light which beams from beyond the regions of 
silence ; and cherish in our hearts that love which 


the world that we are thy disciples! 

Kind reader, let me say one word more and then 
| shall leave you for the present. Jesus not only 
lifted the sable vail that hung around the confines 
of eternity, and brought life- and immortality to 
light for all who die in Adam, that we might have 
a 80uUrce of comfort and consolation in all the try- 
ing scenes of life, and a crown of rejoicing in pros- 
perity ; but he is a beacon light to-guide the world 
in the way of duty ahd peace. He discovers to us 


mind on earth, in a virtuous life and a faithful dis- 
charge of our duties towards God and man. -He 


old, that * Wisdoms ways are ways of pleasant- 
ness, and all her puhs are peace.* He warns us 
of the dangers of sn,—assures us that-she hath no 
pleasures — that her touch is the poison of asps; 
and the bosom that bids her welcome, is like the 
troubled sea whoxse waters cannot rest. 

Let me beseech yu, then, to receive the-testimony 
of Jesus, and at al times regard his moral teach- 
ings. Listen to hi; voice ; it is the voice of wisdom 
and love? -guiding our feet in the way: of peace, 
and tr njoymint. Make his testimony your 
tudy, anGhis trut: your meditation by day and by 

{in it jou will find a light to the 80ul, 


may /ell Four it is all a defusion—that 


deathly forms, in the belief that your Father i js! 
; and that the| 


You mourn not hopeless; for the risen star of 
{Jesus in the resurrection points. to our eferndl| 


And evenin the last struggle of expiring 
| the sustaining power of the 


ze fading eye! Calm re-: 


Our. eye is 
fixed on heaven—our trust is in our Father, the. 
God of salvation ; and we *enter the dark valley 


How priceless is thy testimony ! | 
By it 
man is healed of moral evil, and death is disarmed 
of its sting, and disrobed of its terrors! Our afflic- 


nd our tears are dried away in 
the prospect of future blessedness which thou hast. 


shall render us worthy, and which shall convince; 


the only sure fountain of bliss and quietness of|| 


sets his seal to the testimony of the wise man of 


er it all your troubles and afflictions. | 
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| of death, as the eternal slum- 
© oli of the waleems. But it is not 80. 


'Ench throbbing of our — Yonge anc breathing of 
the 8oul for future. 


le of love and n 
contraWiet the horrid sentiment. 

When Jesus- burst the bars of the tomb, 
crushed. the monster Death beneath his feet, "he 
proclaimed, * his truth should live forever, and the 
gates of hell should not prevail against it.* It now 
stands, and will ever stand until time shall be no 
more, on the rock of eternal ages, , 

The waves of infidelity may beat against it, but 
cannot move it. 'The lightoings of wrath, and the 
thunders' of vengeance, breaking forth fgom par- 
tialism's fiery mount, may play around and roll 
over it ; but it remains unharmed, and its light and 
its glory undimmed. Its home is the bosom-of God, 
| —its nature eternal, Study then the'testimony of 
the Prince/of peace, —learn more and more of Je- 
sus, and practice his precepts ; and hope, peace 
and joy will be yours in sickness and in health, in 
life, and in the-hour of death." R. 8, P, 

Dedham, 1835. 
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THERE is a voice whose thrilling tone 
Still lingers upon fancy's ear, 

Fall, rich and soft—'t is music's own, 
And worthy of a heavenly sphere. 


I hear it now, as when it rose 
On wings of pure devotion borne, 
In song of triumph o'er man's foes, 
To heaven's cherubic circled throne. 
It comes, it comes, and floats around, 
Freighted.with rapture to my soul ; 
The air seems full of liquid sound,— 
Transports me from earth's base contro). 


How 8oft and solemn is the note ! 
As though some angel whispered near ; 
And now, on unseen wings doth float, 
To pour heaven's music in my ear. 


, 


| It now in 8oftest cadence falls, 
And captive holds the listening ear :— 
Hark! how it swells! a seraph calls, 
Mortal, away to scenes more dear. 


Still Ipuder peals that thrilling voice; 
The sacred dome in echo rings; 
Angels, I come to loud rejoice; 
In 8ongs to praise the King of Kings! 


'Fhe 8ong is o'er: the voice is mute, 
And I am back to earth again: 
Gladly I *d turn from barp or lute, 
To hear that sweet, yet thrilling strain. 


E. C. Feb. 22d, 1835. B. 
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Original. 


Mucu has been said rexpecting the two characters 
named in the above caption, and much mystery has 
been associated with the subject. " But why there 
should be, we cannot conceive. For in our appre- 
hension, nothing is. more plain, than the explana- 
tion which the scriptures give of the matter. 

It is 8tated by Paul, that the natural man per- 
ceiveth not the things of the spirit of God, but 
{that he which is spiritual judgeth all things. | 

The  thibgs of the spirit, are unquestionably 
those which were spoken by men who were under 
the immediate influence of the spirit of God. 'Phe 
prophets 8pake as they were moved by the hely 
apart. And as "ey uttered those glorious predic- 
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tions which relate to the coming of Chri p: 
glory whigh shbould follow, it is obvious, f ; what 
they said; compose, in part, * the things. of the 
w_ blesxed Lord had the spirit of. God without 
measure, aud delivered his divine testimony under 
its influence. His words must therefore be regard- 
ed in the light that those of the prophets are, 
The apostles were under the influence of the sxame 
 8Þirit that their master was; they spake with 
tongues as the spirit gaye them utterance ; and their 
words compose a part of the things of the spirit. 
Now, if the prophiets, our savior, and his apos- 
tles, spoke NY ings which belong to the king- 
dom of God, and if their words constitute the 
things of the spirit, it 1s a plain case, that the spir- 
itual man is he who has received with an under- 
standing heart, the words of Christ, and now learns 
of him the great truths 'of Christianity. It must 
also- follow that, the natural man is he who is 
wholly ignorant of the Gospel ; who has never 
slaked his thirst at the wells of salvation. How 
many of this character there are in the world. 
'The blinded Jews were natural men—Christ Jesus, 
as preached by the apostles, was foolishness to 
them, and a stumbling block. 'To this agreeeth the 
words of the apostle, {He says— We preach Christ 
crucified ; to the Jews a stumbling block, and to 
the Greeks foolishness.* Many at the present day 
are in a '8tate of nature, though they profess to 
have an acquaintance with the gospel of the Son 


of God. When 8such are informed that the spirit || 
prompted the ancient holy men of God to foretel] | 


the final restitution of all things, they perceive it 
not, and regard the things spoken as foolishness, 
There is one case- illustrative of this fact. 'The 
writer of this once held a conversation with a 
pious member of a limitarian church, in the town 
of Haverhill, Ms., upon the great subject of uni- 
versal salvation. In the course of the conversa- 
tion, the language of Paul was quoted— We trust 
in the living God, who is the Savior of all men.” 
The pious friend was asked, what he thought of 
Such language, He replied, *I always thought 
Paul 8aid a great many foolish things.* 'The reply 
was—* Well, herein is the language of scripture 
fulfilled—viz. *© The natural man receiveth not 
the things of the spirit—because they are foolish- 
ness unto him.” And here the conversation ended. 
Are there not many in_ the same condition even 
now? May all such have their eyes opened, that 
they may see the light of the glory of God, as it 
shines in the face of Jesus, D. D. 8. 


MAN AND WOMAN. 


Original.” 


Is all countries, and in all ages of the world, there 
is a vast difference between male and female. 
Althaugh. spread through diverse parts of the. uni- 
verse, and. 8eparated by hills, valleys and oceans, 
yet this same difference remaius. 'The one may 
be compared to the far-spreading oak, which grows 
as the king of the forest, spreading forth its 
branches into the air, and compelling all its 8ubjects 
to bow in subjection., 'The. other may be com- 


pared to the tender-vine, which winds its tendrils| 


his love, 


||Txzsz words were spoken by an angel, to St. John, 


|rence, or, in other words, to prohibit and discoun- 


———— — ——— 


ture. / tier love is 8stronger, And sbe looks 
man for. protection. On him all ber hopes are 
staid, ' She confides and truits in. his precepts. 
She puts her trust in him, i2 peace,” when the 
prosperous gales of tranquillity float on airy wings 
to. her habitation, when all thiags smile with the 
radiance of the sparkling sun, beamiiag forth, from 
the eastern horizon, after the healing dews have 
fallen upon: the earth. She als» clings. to him, 
when the” rude storms of adrersity howl around 
her ears—when clouds and thick darkness hang 
around about, and threaten deep destruction, And 
cruel, yes, cruel is that-man, who refuses to lend 
her a helping arm. He, who tears himself from 
her presence ; who deprives'her of the enjoyment 
of his company, rends asunder those affections, 
which, perhaps, have been wholly centered in 
By doing this, he has caused the rose 
to abscond from her fair cheek. Yes, he has 
caused her, upon whose brow beauty and health sat 
in unison, to go down to the silent chambers of 
Death. g A. B. 
Grantham, N. H. Jan, 4885. 
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Fi, and through the benivaletit 
reign of Christ Jesus our Lord, in subduing'ﬆn, 
finishing transgression, making reconciliation for 
iniquity ; thereby bringing in ng righte- 
ousness, and anointing the Most 


'The symbolical feature of this city, called © The 
Holy Jerusalem,” or perhaps, more | properly the 
Heavenly Jerusalem, © Coming down from God,” 
is but a type or figure, of the visible Church of 
Christ, to be establisbed in the earth. ' 'The angel, 
in his address, seems laboring to impress upon the 
mind of the Revelator, a due sense of the ohject 
presented in this heavenly vision ; and, at the 
same time, to guard him against the imposing, and 
false worship of God. 'The angel or messenger, 
therefore, lays down as the foundation of all true 
worship and. adoration ;—First. ' 'The fact, that 
there is a God. Secondly. 'That inasmuch as this 
*city,” or church, was from heaven, that is, of divine 
ikeness, a 8piritual building, established. through 
the influence of the doctrine of life and immortality, 


mission 
of bis 


THE FISHERMAN. 


<I rAss from thee, my weeping dear ! 
Across. this stormy main ; 

But, long before the night be here, 
Will I be back again! 

Then let me kiss those tears, that flow 
In idle fears for me; 

Whose soul and-'sail, where'er they go, 
Come ever back to thee! 


And think not, though the diy be dark, 
That storms'or gloom can stay 

His charmed course, whose bounding bark 
Has one unchanging way; 

Whose canvass owns the lightest air 
That points the homeward track, 

As doth his heart each silent prayer, 
From thine that calls it back!” 


He kissed her lips, and spread his sail, 
Far o'er the rushing waste— 

And, all that day, she heard the wail 
Of spirits in. the blast!— 

The night is come—and gone again, 
The tempest hushed and o'er, 

But ah! across that faithless main, 
His bark returned no more. 
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while on the Isle called Patmog; and were inten- 
ded as a prohibition of the proc of undue reve- 
tenance an unholy,' though long established and 
prevalent practice, of paying improper respect and 
homage to human heings—finite and mortal, or 
inanimare figures and objects, the works of men's 
hands. St. John was previously addressed, on a 
8ubject of a truly interesting and 8ublime nature, 
He was presented with the intereating pkospect of 
* the holy city, New Jeru alem, coming down from 
God, out of" heaven, prepared as a bride adorned: 


opening a heavenly communication between God, 
ws the Father, and man his: offspring—St. John, 
| while sustaining tbe relation of a *fellow-servant 
and a brother,” should not, thereforeftfall down at 
the feet of this angel or mescenge# *of God, .and 
worship him ; but that he and all men should wor- 
[ship God the Father, as the only proper object of 
religious worship and praise. 


| 
{ The object which beamed in prospect, as the 
fulfilment of divine promise, doubtless overpowered 
the mental vision of this worthy servant of God, 
and filled his soul with joy unspeakable and full 
of glory ; he could but fall prostrate before the- 
messenger of peace, on beholding the great good- 
ness of his Father in heaven, and pour out his 
Spirit, in grateful homage, to the bearer of this 
proclamation of love. 'The angel opened to John 
the boundless nature of God's love, and: the glori-, 
ous object intimated in the mission of his Son. He 
also instructed him, into the nature and benefit of 
the gospel, through the medium of .the following 


1|figure. © And he (the messenger) showed me a pure 


river of water of life, clear as crystal, proceed- 
ing out of the. throne of God and: the Lamb.? xii. 1. 
Thus representing the purity of the gospel, and its 
effect on the believing heart, in the figure of pure 
water and the thirsty soul. 


But in view of the all-important object of divine 
worship, I must further remark, that it is of the 
bighest importance, in'order that our religious ser- 
[vices may be profitable to ourselves, and acceptable 
to God, that we form just, yea, consistent views 
of the being which we would worship. On this 
point, the scriptures are our only infallible test. 

They assure us, that * God is a s8pirit, and that 
they who worsbip him, must worship him. in. spirit 
and in truth.” © For the Father seeketh. 8uch to 
| worship him.” See John iv. 2. 28, _. 

Such, my respected readers, is the Just and, true 
nature of all truly religious and} | 
which alone can be Ki 1 God. Aoaghes 
aga and again been ren * ed, 1 d wu 


| 


for her husba d.* And, with reape t 10 ith acobin-| 


around the huge trunk for-gupport, and. finds its 
way among the mighty branehes. It clings to the 
oak in/adverze, as well as prosperous _ Andie 
nought, but the hoary frost of. w te VN 

beautiful foliage. It is thus with the 


feelings.” It has given. |her a more: compact consti- 


Nature. has. implanted, within. her: a Gom finer ||th 


panying blesings—the glory with 
be filled, 1 tk a ord voice, 


vubject of this 1 6s ] w, 4 as _oca 


hich it $bou 1d||bei 


in their views ad 
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witho invaluable Revelation of his will, every page||causes uniformly, 


ith its inspired arrows, and ren- 
ſes in hymns of venly 
Reader, © a spirit,” and as 8uch, He fills 
SPACE. 'Therefore let us bow before him with pleas- 
ure, and pour out our soul in gratitude to him, as 
the author of our existence, our life, our all. 


G;'v:L 


P. > - 


OUR EARLY LOVES, 


WHEN tossed on life's tempestuous sea, 
Cares blent with every hour, 
Our early loves will sometimes be 
Brought o'er our minds with power. 
How dearly then we love to trace 
The lines of each remembered face ! 
Seen through the lengthened vale of years, 
How every ſoible disappears ! 
And pensive memory*'s mellow light 
Shows naught but virtues in our sight: 
How we lament those years are past, 
And wish that youth could always last! 


We should not sigh for.youth again, 
An aimless, thorny way ; 
F'en in its carelessness there *s pain; 
*T is there we learn to stray; 
And O, bow oft are burning tears 
' - Shed o'er the ins of early years! 
7 "And/would we then those years recall, 
When vanity *s inscribed on all? 
And disappointments thick were strown 
Amid those days, forever flown. 
" Alas! how poor! how weak is man! 
How blind, inconstant, and how vain ! 


' But joy and peace divinely spring 


Where?*er the gospel sheds its rays: 
Redemption ! let the poet sing— 
Worthy the poet's sweetest lays. 
Redemption! O, the sacred theme! 
It is not a delusive dream ; 
For man could ne'er devise a plan 
To renovate the 80ul of man. 
To raise, ennoble, and refine, 
Must surely be a work divine. 
Vain then the skeptic's scoff and strife,— 
Refuted by the Christian's life. 


No more I *ll weep for early years, 
Supported by that faith 
That looks beyond this vale of tears, 
And smiling meets e*en death. ' 
To scorn the humble hope of bliss, 
May wisdom seem in days like this; 
But though the skeptic try to doubt, 
And prove the lamp of liſe goes out, 
Yet, who wish Eternal Sleep? 
Who loss of being would not weep! 
Tell him who scoffs at things divine, 
We have an anchor—Where is thine? 


MARIA. 


HOPE. 


Original. 


Taz influence of Hope is felt and acknowledged 
in all the secular concerns of life, and in the reli- 
gious world people of all sects, and denominations, 
readily concur in admitting the utility and impor- 
 tane« o_—_ at all times Farley: its lively influ- 


" "yy we can 
| She | 


Nig 


naturally inquires fdr the Author of his being, and 
is equally concerne 


often called to endure severe afflictions—why is 


ou OS EGEEARS — EY 7 > 00 IEC I _— 


immediately arrives att 
nelusion that he |is the effect of a cause, and 


to know his true character.. 
He looks abroad updn the works of Creation, and 
finds much calculated to bless. He exclaims this is 
benignant. 
is kind, 'The earth yields me her fruits; the sea- 
80ns roll in regular guccession, farnishing seed time 
and harvest, For me the sun disperses its effulgence 
and warmth, and for me, is the soft falling 8now 
and copious showers of rain; all this evinces a'good 
design; but my Creator, who is He? I amoften 
called to suffer sad reverses of fortune. I am ob- 
noxious to sickness, paibh and suffering, and am 


this? Why is nature 80 kind, and the Author of it 
80 cruel! Deluded mortal]! such is not the character 
of the Supreme Being; the Author of existence, 
and all blessings. He has revealed himself to man, 
in infinite goodness,. He is better than any earth- 
ly friend or parent. 

Now, as hope is the expectation of future good, 
founded on promise, we;should enquire what the 
Author of our being has promised to do for man, 
which should encourage us to hope in his mercy. 
He has promised to do 80 much for his sinful crea- 
tures that the strongest heart must melt in grati- 
tude towards the * giver of every good-and perfect 
gift,” whenever it feels the weight of his goodness, 
and realizes the *exceeding great and precious | 
promises of God. He will © never leave nor for- 
sake us, and thoughhe cause grief, yet will he have 
compassion according to the multitude of his ten- 
der mercies; for he\ doth not afflict. willingly nor 
grieve the children of men.* Notwithstanding this, 
how many there are in the world who would per- 
suade us, that God will afflict millions of his diso- 
bedient children eternally. © Now faith,” saith the 
apostle Paul, *is the substance of things hoped for, 
the evidence of things not-seen ;? but who can hope 
for the doctrine of endless misery to prove true? 
No one, 
of faith? Would'it not have been decidedly better 
for man to have remained in nonentity, than to 
have been called into existence for no better pur- 
pose than to be endlessly miserable? We contend 
that it would. But we are persuaded better things 
of our Creator. 'The volumes of nature and reve- 
lation represent him to be-much better than the 
creeds of our day, Nature shows him good, and 
the scriptures concur in the testimony. And though 
he has 8aid—* though hand join in hand, the wicked 
shall not-be unpunished,* that © He willrender unto 
every man according to his deeds,” that * he who 
doeth wrong shall receive 'for- the wrong that he 
|hath done,” yet his chastenings are all of a parental 
nature, inflicted for our highest good. He has 
promised in his word that punishment or chastise- 
ment shall yield the peaceable fruits of righteous- 
ness unto them which are exercised thereby; this 
cannot be, if endless punishment is true, for the 
obvious reason that there can be no afterwards. 
Our hopes are abundantly encouraged, when we 


Son, to "pans an, end of sin and transg 
0g ing righteousness, to * Swallow 
dwipe tears from ofFall faces. 
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Nature/upon whose lap I am thrown, [| 


Then how can it constitute any part| 
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consider_ "the design of God in the mission of. his 
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PROSPECTUS: OF VOL. IV. 
MW OF THE WT. 
UNIVERSALIST AND LADIES” REPOSITORY, 


EviTED and published by D. D. Smith, at No. 46, Washing- 


ton Street. It will be” isxued monthly, each number con- 
- taining 40 large octavo pages, bandsomely printed, stitched, 
and covered; embellished with engravings and. music. Price 
$2. per year, in advance ; 26 cents for every three months 
delay in payment. Eleven copies for twenty dollars. We 
8ubmit the following as a description of the work: 


Kind friends and honest patrons, again do we appear, + 
To bring you gladsome tidings, and chase away your fear; 
To sound the gospel trumpet, and h you all rejoice, 

In Christ the great Redeemer, with | heart and voice, 
For all your past endeavors, our burden to make light, 

That we the gospel armour could wield in Jesns* might, 
Accept our grateful off *ring which now is made-in love— 
And, whea the voyage of life is o'er, O may we meet above. 


Throughout the past our aim has been, to make our humble sheet, 
A work replete with 8olid food, that bungry souls should greet 
As does the starving famished wretch, who seeks for common 
bread, | | 

The friend who comes with wholesome food, that he may well 
be fed, 

How well we have succeeded in making geod our plan, 

Is left for the decision, of every candid man: 

Of one thing we are certain, deny it no one may, 

That good has been our object, and God has blessed our way, 


We ?ll now speak of the future, and of the year to come, 

And of the present volume which has but just begun. 

And all there is concerning, our object, or the way 

We *ve marked out for the future, we will thus briefly say ;— 
Our volume is enlarged, as you may plainly ee, 

And comes in monthly numbers, as neat as it can be: ; 
The paper, fine and handsome, the type, both new and fair; 
[No labour shall be wanting, to make all else compare. 

Our terms we make 80 moderate, that no one need complain: 
Besides, we *ve correspondents, who say they *Il write again 
If we will make the paper, a volume chaste and clean, 

And from its precious columns keep every thing that 's mean. 
Now with our hearts sincere, this pledge we freely give— 
That nothing shall be wanting, shovld God but let us live, 

To make the © UniveRSAL1ST,' all that its name implies, 

A messenger of boundless love, an enemy to lies. 

The © Ladies,” too, we shall not slight, but give them a full share 
Of all we publish in our work, or monthly do declare, 

And though the labor may be hard, yet we shall not delay, 
For *t is devoted to their good, and for it they well pay. 
With sermons good, and exsays rich, and stories © 8hort and 
8week,” 

And music new, with poetry, we *Il fill up every sheet. 

And ev*ry Lady who subscribes, and pays tl ey o'er, 
Shall have a rich and monthly feagt;—and can 8he have 
The rights of females we maintain, and for them sball contend; 
And for their education too, we will much labor spend. 


A handsome drawing we *ve procured, to place upon the cover, 
To shadow forth our main design, to every picture lover; 

* An old man plays upon the harp, a damsel kneels in prayer, 
The angel comes with gospel news, to bless the happy pair. 
And more like this we shall obtain, to execute our plan, 

To clear make known 8ome blessed truth, that all the 8ame may 
_ +, 8caN, 4 

We charge two dollars for one year, but want it in advance; 
In case of failure 80 to do, the price we must enhance; 

For every three-months in delay, two shillingsf we shall add, 
| And on a black list, place the names, of those who turn out bad. 
And now kind patrons, *t is on you we mainly shall depend, 
Persuaded, by your past good deeds, that you your aid will lend ; 
Please show the paper to your friends, and urge them to. sub- 


8&cri 
| That we the goupel may defend, the word of truth divide. 
Our work is done—enough is said to\'make our object known: 


And all we could in future 8ay, has been already strown 
hoops oth in aka ane pee Reg not every 


nNOW—SUBSCRIBE—PAY O'ER THE CASH— 
NO DELAY, _ D. D. SMITH. 
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' A SKETCH. 
Otiginal. 


ties. I was pleased with every thing fashionable, 
Nothing Suited me better, than to visit. the circles 
of beauty, and engage in the lively, joyous conver-! 
sation which invariably takes place in the circles of 
the giddy and thoughtless. In the neighborhood 
where I lived, was a large number of young men 
and maidens, who usually met quite often, to pass 
a 80cial hour, and talk over the affairs of love and 
murder, and tell stories z and. they generally con- 
cluded with a few social songs, and an old fashioned | 
country reel, which would be danced at the sound 
of a Jew's-harp, or a cornstalk fiddle, 


My father was originally from Connecticut, the 
land of blue laws, and was the son of a rigid old 
Calvinistic_deacon; and by. the way, a regular 
descendant of. one of the heroic band, who whip-' 
ped the beer barrels for working on the Sabbath, 
And as may well be supposed, he inherited a por- 
tion of the sanctity of his overmuch righteous fa- 
ther. The consequence was, that he bitterly op- 
posed all youthful recreation, and totally prohibited 
my uniting in any of the companies of the youth, 
but compelled me to sit every evening in the chim- 
ney corner, with the bible in my hand, and my eyes 
fixed upon its columns, until the village bell rang! 
nine o'clock, when we all regularly departed for | 
bed, after attending to the offering of a prayer, 
which had come down through successive, genera- 
tions, and with which I at length became as familiar 
as I did with my 7. hy, a It i is of no good service 
to press matters 80 closely with children. This 8e- 
vere method of management in regard to matters: 
of religion, does no good. It brings religion into. 
disrepute, and defeats the object of the parent, and 
inspires the child with a distaste for the bible. This 
was the effect which the conduet of my father had 
on me. | | | 

I 8peak from experience. It is of no use to at- 
tempt to deprive children of innocent ps x; 
it only increases their love for it. 'The best way 
is, if the parents do not like to have their children 
go into companys to tell them 'so, and leave the 
children to mai ke up their minds concerning it. 
And in nine cages 0 it of ten, children will refrain 
from disobeying their parents; whereas; if con- 
strained. to remain at home, they will be liable to || 
take liberty without asking. At least, this is the 
effect which my father's conduet had on me. I 
have reared a family of ten ren, and always 
made it a rule to tell thera, if I was unwilling they 
should go into company, and leave them to make 
up their minds, whether to please me or themselves. 


prive themselves of a mornentary gratification , for} 
the sake'of complying with my wishes.,- 

But to return to my narration.. Onenight in the 
middle of December, and a dreadful cold night it 
was, there was a party in the immediate neighbor- 
hood, and a pressing invitation had been extended 
to me. I made af unsuccessful attempt to obtain. 


my mother. But this Rs, 
was one of those men who think 
not —_—_— in the leaxt in th F: 


the « 
Whats Maes ide TT | 
Ewe oem rs makes pena 288 


||and with tremulous voice proposed the question, 
..  ||atld received in reply a negative answer, accompa- 
Is my youthful days, Said 1 my grnadimdther; and a;\|nied with a frown, which made the very blood 
good old woman zhe was too, I was fond of novel-||curdle in my veins, 


Jas possible left the house clandestinely, and in a 


| The idea of disobeying my father, destroyed all 


[the parties in our neighborhood usually broke up. 
And having enjoined secrecy upon my intimate: 


_— 
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/ him, and with all the humility imaginable, 


But I was determined not to be Joptived of the 
visit. And what I could not obtain by fair means, 
I resolved on obtaining by foul. 

And accordingly, no sooper did evening arrive, 
and darkness cover the earth, and my father geated' 
himself} in his great arm chair in the eorner, with 
my mother beside him, than I was. seized with a 
violent headache, which was not real, and at the 
suggestion of my mother, retired to bed. 1 imme- 
diately dressed myself. for the party, aud as g00n 


few moments joined the happy circle. But to obey 
one's parent js a duty—and when we depart from 
duty, no peace can be enjoyed. I vainly attempted 
to drown my feelings in the frivolity of the inter- 
view with my young. associates. But all in vain. 


the 'comfort of the meeting, and I longed for the 
hour to arrive, when I could leave the company, 
and return home, 

-At length the clock struck twelve, the hour when 


acquaintances, I Jeft the house and hastened home, 
expecting to find the outside door unfastened, as 1 


[But like all the —_— ; we are called to endure, 
«_revalted jn/ any goals I then firmly resolved, 
never again. to my father. And I was 
faithful to wy promise. For I had learned by 8or- 
rowful experience, that there is no peace to the 
wicked. Now, said my grandmother, I am old, 
but you are young. And I-advise you, as you 
prize happiness and your own peace of mind, 
never to disobey your parents. And 80 she ooded 
her 8tory. F 
Now, Mr. Editor, I gend the above sketch to 
you. And if, in your opinion it is worthy 'a 
place in your, inyaluable paper, it is at your 
[service. LUCRETIA. 
Dorchester, Ms, 


A WOUNDED HEART. 


On, Lady, let a wounded heart 

Bow lowly at thy feet, 
Pluck from my breast love's cruel dart, 
Thy healing kiss to me impart— 

With gratitude that Kkiss I *ll meet. 


*T was from thy bright and beaming eye, 
That Cupid aimed too ure; 

His arrow at my breast let fly— 

And now I bleed, I pant, I sigh, 
And thou alone the wound can cure. 


Oh, lady, grant my prayer, 
And ease me of my pain, 
Oh, let my heart thy bosom 8hare, oh 


had left it, Judge then of my surprise, when on 
trying the door, I found it fast. 'To knock and! 
arouse the family would not answer, for this would 


The truth of the case was, my father, s0on after 
retiring to rest for the night, heard a noise in the | 
yard, and fearing that some lawless desperadoes 


house, arose to ascertain the cause of the tumult, 
and finding it to be only some of the cows whos had: 
managed to get out of their enclosure,, after baving 
8et matters aright, bolted the door, and retired to: 


house, intended to have unfastened the door after 


He. 
was subject to the asthma, It afflicted him severely 


at times, and this night happened to be one' 6n. 


which he was severely attacked with the disorder; 

d therefore sleep departed from his eyes. 

- On' discovering that the door was fast, I was 
thundefstruek. ,YVhat to do, I knew not. The 
witd blew strongly .the North West, and in 
my haste I forgot to take my cloak, which greatly | 
increased my exposure,” 


At length I concluded to F pa to. the barn, and 
And it invariably turned out, that they would de- jcovermyself with hay. B 


on reaching.the barn, 
L found it impossible to reach the top of the hay 
mow, without exposing myself to a fall. I there- 


from freezing, by running to and fro in” the street, 


occasionally going up to the door, hoping that 
z0me one would open it, and let me in, At length 


|my hopes were realized. My fond mother; who 
the consent of my father, through the medium- 0 f| | 


vas ever: deeply interested in the welfare of her 
hildren, had-occasion to get up and prepare s0me 


|| medicine for my father, and, under pretence of going ||we 


er, came and ler ut hk ; for 8he 


make my father acquainted with my disobedience, 
in which case, I should never obtain his forgiveness. 


had entered. the yard, and. would $o0on enter the. 


bed. My mother who was privy to my leaving the 


he bad fallen asleep, but was frustrated in her pur-/ 
1 pose, by wakefuliesson the part of my father. 


fore returned, and with great difeulty IM myself | 


almost dis- || 
NB / | 
by \ "OE. 


Oh, let it find a dwelling there— 
| I ne*er will ask it back again. 


EXPOSITION. 
Original. 


8 he flourisheth. For the wind pagseth over it, and it is 
gone ; and the place thereof. shall know it no more,* Ps. 
ci. 15, 16. 
Tarsz words possess a solemn grandeur, and a 
melancholy: beauty which cannot be surpassed by 
|any other portion of holy writ. They are 80 true 
to life, and come home with 80 much power to our 
own experience, that few can read them and not 
admire. 

The mutability of all earthly things, is a striking 
emblem of man's instability and exposure to dan- 
'|ger, | We look upon the fair face of nature and be- 
hold it teeming with richness'and verdure; the rose 
[ blushes in Sweetness, and the flowers bloom in 
beauty ; we look again, and the flowers are wither- 
ed, the leaves of the rose have fallen, and the can- 
\ker worm has destroyed their beauty, the —_— 
blasts of wank erg. Fro the earth of all its 
lovely grandeur, fierge winds play their 
pastimes among the leafless np. feom of the forest. 
* So- man enters upon the theatre of creation, 
Strength nerves his heart, and the softer gales of 
prosperity waft him joyfully down” the 8tream of 
time; riches flow.into his coffers, and he i is.in pos- 
8ession of all that can give zest and comfart to. life; - 
but his day 
ardor— clouds his -brow—his riches haye 


taken wings, the wind has AR FTRENE 


ewon; - 
We /ngain walk forth and 


© in raptures while | old 
while w Ch 


ja bis 


8trength. Rt 


© As for man, his days are as grass; as the flower of the field, 


ay8 Are as grass, .advergity 800n chills his . oh 
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him homage. Soon the lower-|| 
erin awful grandeur, the harbingers 


and the low 
ing clouds { 
of n coming 
him, and the toil of raany years is in a few moments 


Swept away; his honors are gone, and his friends,} 


where are they ? 
"If we leave this general ehrcorapitiont and enter 


the domestic or s8ocial circle, the 8xame melancholy 
fact meets us on every hand. 

Where is that smiling infant, which a few mo- 
ments ago, lay cradled in its mother's arms? whose 
smile cheered, -and 'whose cry awakened anxious 
feelings in that parents breast? "That flower has 
been withered by the touch of death; *the wind 
has passed over it, and it is gone.” 

Where is that manly son, in whom centered the 
hopes of indulgent parents? Who lived respected, 
and for whose welfare 80 many prayers were offered 
up to the Great and Good spirit? 'The silent grave 
yard is his home—the wild flowers grow over his 
tomb, and the loud winds howl a mournful requiem 
over his lonely resting place. / 

That interesting daughter, no longer administers: 
to the comfort of aged parents; She is no longer 
the amusement of the- 8ocial circle—disease nas 
distroyed the bloom on her cheek—death has called 
her his lawful prey, and the green grass 8prings 
forth from her new made graye—and her lonely 
parents weep over her memory. 

That aged sire, who a few days ago moved among 
us, is 86en no more. His silver hairs will no longer 
be respected; he has lived to s8ee his children's 
children grow up around him; his aged hands have 
been stretched out to bless them; gyer his aged 
brow the chill damp of death has passed, he has 
taken farewell of time, and the place which once 
knew him, will know him no more. 


tle. 


But amid this gloom, light arises; and th2 clouds 
of 8orrow and woe are dispelled by the clear Shin- 
ing of the 8un of truth, The frail insectcomes 
forth again to life—and the trees are awakened 
from the winterof death, and are clothed with 
new verdure and begltt y. All nature dies, but 
lives again, 'The balmy breezes of Spring can 
unloek the streams; the power of the 8un can make 
Winter let g0 vie grasp; the earth can again be 
clothed with the richest verdure; andman, though 
betlie, can live again. There will be a resurrection, 
free from death, from gin, from pain and grief, We 
Pretend not to say when the arch angels trump will 
be blown—the event is promised by that Being who 
cannot lie. 'This is our consolation; and though 
darkness and gloom now cover the earth, this faith 
gives us the assurance, that we "Bll shaJl he made 


citizens. of that dwelling place, whe e Lord God 
ahd the La nb are the light thereof. , Mm. n. s. 
STATS 4 


C , Feb. 15, 1835, 7 
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$ ay—a day which is every 


where fraught with charmipg incidents in & Sui 
blest New- The 8treets of Boston®were 
thronged y be of whose light feet | 


upon the ned almost as musical as 
the © zone of 8weet bells around the waist of 

Yaghmeri naiden. M ny Fl Tg bt and bent) 
*7J ut, alm isch} ously, from 
2 ma y a Sad face 


tempest; the elements conspire against| 
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land attentions by which we first wouTher 3 orgy 
|We- 
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been fi 
these useful and splendid things, nothing to suit 
bis fancy pr to gratify his taste. Here and there 
could be sen those who had Just now purchased a 
New-Year's gift for children or friends; It was 
not eusy tq be mistaken in regard 'to 8th, for if 
the organ bf benevolence was concealed: from the 


> <—— —— 


yyon the countenance, telling. most plainly that 
ey were om then enjoying, in anticipation the 
happiness ef others. 

"Among the 'number of these joruttoponitig per- 
gonages was a flourishing merchant in Washing- 
ton-street. | Mr. Thornton was the father of two 
8weet little girls, and of three fine boys; and he 
was hastening+ homeward thinking of the bright 
faces which a view of the neat package under his 
arm would make till brighter. * Helen must have 
the Pearl, for the name,? thought he, *it is 80 like 
her own lovely self, that it seems a fitting gift. 
Frances must have the Youtl's Keepsake, since 
she places a high value upon any thing presented 
by her friends. The Youth*'s Sketch Book will be 
a proper gift for Charles; the Child at Home for 
Henry ; and little Edward must have the Picture 
Book.” These thoughts presented- themselves to 
the kind father, and' by the time he reached his 
dwelling, each gift was bestowed upon the right 
object. 

After dinner the children received with eager 
delight their New-year's gifts. Their mother was 
called upon again-and again to examine and ad- 
mire the beauties of each, and all were required to 
pay a tribute s0 justly due to the. 8weet little pic- 
ture of * George and his dog,* which Charles 
triumphantly displayed. 

© But father," said Frances, © where is mother*s|} 
New-year's gift? I am sure it must be mugh pret- 
tier than either of ours, because she is 80 very 
g06d.”? 

The tears started into Mrs, Thorgton'y for 
Frances had«touched a chord in her heart nM 
already overstrained ; and she left the* room to 
avoid showitng her emation. 
tedrs, and. partly suspected the cause: Frances 
too observed them, and asked; father ©* what 
made my dear mother-weep?*#Fhe truth flashed 

n Mr. Thornton's mind in a moment. *©'Phe 
thts wife,” thought he, © the ' niother of these 


n—_ —— > + -- 


idious inded@ihtbs could find, among alto ene =Is gustain her, she can pass through 


trial and Suffering as if she were insensible to either.” » 


eye, the _ of that developement shone out| 


[Frag a look, as if he understood and appreciated 


Helen saws those ||** 


sweet children, the presiding genius{*who keeps 
the harmony of my home, 86 perfect, is silently 
suffering from my unpardonable: thoughtlessnc 
and neglect. Her cheek has groy 
late from her elose and up ed to'our 
sick Edward, and her step bas Jost its wonted elas- 


time past has worn a ghade of sadness: but as 
as made no complaint of illness or dejettion, 1 
have suffered these thiniſys to pass without notice. 
It might seem 8trangeo some that a woman of 80 
mueh fir and equanimity could- be moved by 
guch a tr - But it is not 8uch a trifle. _— 
is"a rage treagnre—it..is her life. WI 
should 8þe not feel zad when the tolfowis wi held1 
It is bur fault if we neglect thase little "Eg 


get 'engross6d- in business, and«almo 
the language and: the mementos of alſerion which 
onee Suovph 80 oe . In fu 


i rr er Wn Wnt er en ttt nt ut et tt rent 


Aﬀection is her talisman to sbield ber from ill, and © 
to 8catter blessings rich and abundant in her rt 
When I 'see a woman 8ad, T almost invariably im- 
pute it to 8ome real or imagined neglect from the 
being she loves. .Ask' her the cause of her dejec- 
tion,'and she will give you any other than the true 
reason, Her heart may break, but her pride will 
not brook a confidant in 80 sacred a 8orrow. 


It is an old 8aying, that affection is more easily 
won than retained, If such he the fact, then those 
almost nameless attentions which are all powerful 
in winning the young heart, should riever be thought 
trivial or unnecessary to the happiness of after years. 


We may throw around us all the dignity we will 
—we may even 8eem cold and repulsive to some, 
but our hearts at home, in the inner circle of the 
affections are human <&till, and even childlike in 
their unbending. And it is useless, nay worse than 
useless, to divest them of s0 graceful a simplicity. 
We should rather cherish these remains of a young 
and confiding affection and invest them with all 
their utility and their real sacredness. 


'There are a thousand delicate ways of manifest- 
ing regard toward a husband or wife, which are 
s0urces of mutual pleasure and profit. The wife 
of the day-laborer may trim her evening lamp, lay 
out his coat and slippers, and prepare $ome little 
nicety to 8weeten his late repast. And he in return 
may bring her a bunch of flowers to adorn. her lit- 
tle parlor, or a cluster of ripe strawbe ries 


er kindness. Such attentions on his part will not 

only enegurage ber asziduousness to please him, 
br will cheer ber amid the toil and euffering which 
is every wherg part of woman's Jot. 


Aﬀection is woman's dower—and no wonder that 
she watches over the heavenly gift with an earnest 
s0licitude, lestit should become sullied in her keep- 
ing, or wrested from her possession. Can admira- 
tion,. or, applause, or splentlor, repay her for its 

No! these: 8he- does not coyet, when the 
Zreasures of the. are bers, by the benefi- 
cen er Creator, Let but & shadow pass over 


her mw andits withering,poy 
felt, ev ugh $he may seem.as\ 
row has. n  doyenogy, | 


- pale of 


ticity ; and now I recolleetthat her face for gome 


Ji ilar of "pi he torts Arabs like, the 


- Man $eldom marries until the'orde: 
passed, He hgs learnt'* that all is not gold which 
shines,” and by his own experience has found that 
many a thorn is-woyen with the roges of life's 
smoothest pathway?® He fee] that woman's heart, 
though not atsolutely perfect, may compensate hin 


for the past, andylace he future. With 
oman, it is The path of liſe is 
her _ Allis disinterested 


| tg/ > 8uch, She has not 
learnt to laubt:therintegrity of others, or to. throw 
a restrai = port hey own pts, lest 8he 


r. heart, she never dreams that her 
cold, or inattentive, or-changed to 
I m she tod-bas learnt the stern reali- . 
 oecasioned in part” by the selfishness, 
the 880ess, and' the injustice of the world, 
(6 x oma ia rarelong screened from =uch evils,) 

| is et upon a haedan's 


yorld around; wu ey. the ordeal 
| [ſor the heart will thasitals Mhvle þ bit 


| » nora 


wer to embalm the air, or to feed OO 
_ With its 8weetness and beauty. 
th ' Such might have been the Jot of Mes. * 

\ but for the artless question of her affectionat 


I _ She had of late experienced the change which pas- x dr even more 
= over the mind of almost every oue, and with it their own recent gifts. Frances 8aid she could not 
have selected 80 pretty a present for her mother if 
than formerly by her hushand. And that||s had tried ; and Helen, the gentle, and the dutiful, 
,||only looked as if 8he was very happy. 


he idea, occasionally, that she was less be- 


.- came t 


idea had more to do with the paleness of her c 
and the languor of her'step, than all her recent fa- 
tigue and anxiety for her sick hoy. She bore up.in 
gence, however, hoping, yet fearing; now blaming 
herself for her fears, and now trembling lest those 
fears were already realized. 'The question of her 
little daughter renewed and increased her dejection, 
and she hastened to her boudoir, where her tears 

might flow unobseryed. Tears, fast falling tears, 
dlereys bring relief. As long as one can 'weep 
freely, the fountains of the heart are not all embit- 
tered. Mrs. 'Thornton bad already regained a se- 
rene countenance, when her affectionate Helen 
came lightly into the room and brought her own 
beautiful Pearl for her mother's acceptance. *©* Mo- 
ther,” said she, * I have been trying to find a New- 
year's giſt for you; but I can find nothing suitable 
except this, and if you will only receive it, I shall 
be much, very much happier, dear mother, than if 
I kept it myself.” Mrs, 'Thornton pressed the dis- 
interested child to her, bosom, and told her, *she 
should ever value this proof of her affection, but 
that she needed not to receive the gift to increase 
her happiness. She felt humbled that she had ever 
given place in her heart to grief or discontent, with 
such a ehild to watch. over her happiness, and to 
lighten her "Sorrows. She had learnt a-lesson, 
which he hoped never «to forget, that while it is 
in woman's power to confer happiness, at almost 


cn ee 


any personal sacrifice, she has yet a precious 8ource || 


of enjoyment within her reach which it is her privi-: 
lege to prize and improve. She felt resolved never 
again to yield to despondency while-consciqus of 
performing her duty, 

Mr. 'Thornton spent.the hours of the afternoon in 
gearching into, and in following the impulses of his 
really kind heart. He determined ite his amiable 
companion 8hould no longer guffer from his thought- 
lessness ; ' and he resolved to commence his refo 
by presenting her, that very'eve, a New-ye 
—the prettiest which real taste and affections 
SUggest. CAL L. : 

The hour for te brought together again the fam- 
ily group. 'The ehildrer could hardly help wishing 
that New-year ' 701 d- dme -oftener, or last longer. 

eful of heart ; 


Mrs, Thornton was" serene*and 
t and 
the 


on 


LI 
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the future he would allow himself oftener the simple 
luxury he.then-enjoyed, with his own 8miling family 
group around him, all blessing him with looks of 
gratitude and affection. 


IT would form perhaps one of the most atnusing, if 
not the most instruetive chapters in the poetic his- 
tory, to compare the various opinions expressed by 
different persons respecting happiness. 
dwells in_.a lonely valley believes happiness resides 
in the crowded city among company and books; 


for every $elfish- feeling had been” 80ught 
8ubdued. Mr. Thornton was, perhay enjoyin 
n he he was an- 
ms per- 
Id produce 


most_ positive happiness of the 
ticipating the "grateful -pleasury. \ 

vade the domestic ciepls; when "em 
the giſt. : 


©O, father! who can Ranks for 29 8aid pfinces as 
he took from. its covering; a small wvritin, 
beautiful workmanship, which he placed far | 
ment upon the ce tre table. "96 "i 

{It is & New-ye r's gift,” replied. Mr. Thornton, 
© fox one who richly merits it, —one, who Jam 8ure, 


chariot wheels, and the xmoke often th 
neys, fixes the abode of happiness by the sid 
some purling brook—beside a green hill, where 


is heard. "The high-born bard, sick of the hollow 
courtesies of polished society, sighs for pastoral 


[4 


. 


re, than on receiving 


"_— 


Mr. Thornton resolved, in his own mind, that for 
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HAPPINESS. 


He who 


while he who 8ings amid the rattle of other men's 
sand chim- 


£ 


wind is ever fragrant, and the voice of nature alone 


solitudes, where flowers never fade, and flocks 
never stray, and beauty is never out of blossom; 
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the shepherd bard, @n the other hand, who has to 
wander over moors and mountains, half choked 
in Winter with drifting snow, and half-scorched 
in Summer. with burning suns—who has to smear 
and clip his flocks, as well as keep them from the 


There was gome 8ense in the remark of a Scotch- 
man, who in reading the saying of Solomon, © Snow 
is beautiful in its season,* exclaimed, * Ay, nag 
douht it was beautiful to you, sitting with the rich 
wines and the lagses of Jerusalem axide you; but 
had ye been a poor stone-mason ye would hae 8aid 
no 8uch thing.? 
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ATEMS. 


An apology is due” var readers for the unusna] 
length of the story which was published-in the last 
number of our paper. We did not intend to have 
the whole oft publizhed in one number; but the 
r not being aware of our intention in relation 
60" disposition of matter we put into his 
hands, 'inserted the whole WR, which fact was 
nknown to us arFc te to remedy the 
evil. We will endeavor. to TEE against such 
things for the future. 


Several valuable communicgtions are on hand, 
da shalPbe disposed of as fog. as circumstances 
will permit. 
_ 'Those who have promised comm tions 
for the specimen number of yolume LV, > - 
ly oblige : us by forwarding the 8ame without delay, 
18. We © lnjend to i88ue a specimen number. immedi-. 


aid he (turning to bis wife with an expressive lt 


I do, receive 1 as 8uch7 rex 1; lie 1 Mrs 
Ty a very welcome gift; ” and at ri ch flus 
wot paged over. her countenan © 88, | DB 
its fitness and beauty. On. ning i 

more delighted with the taste 4# bs 


\ 


:hereby confer oN us 


| v4 
; cf Doty, North Ben 
x, and 8ave them, too, from smothering in a snow | 


wreath, efivies the opulent and longs to he a lord. 


a, Those who have written to us upon bugi- | 
v6 It as | ne8s, may ozpeet to hear from us as 800n as 2 


ham. Jonathan B. Smith, Norway. S. Hapgood, Water- 
ford. J. S. Waite, Portland. Rev. Jacob K. Fulmer, Do- 
| Ve. 

VERMonT.—Rev. E. Garfield, Bethel. 
vindish. | Rev. 


A. Williams, Ca- 
Forbes, Chester. P. M. Leicester. A. 
ington. Daniel Perry, Mount Holly. 
H. Duncon, Perkinsville, Rev. Zenas C. Wood, Jeffer- 
80nmville, 

Nt w YoRK.—S. Van Sehaack, Albany. M. Baker, Exq., 
Buffalo. Rev. A. Bond, Carrgll. Rev.d. Briton, Middje- 
ville. P. Price, New York City. Rey. D. Skinner, Uttca. 

ConnECTICUT.-—E. Bolles, and Hev. M. H. Smith, 
Hartford. L. Lamb, Berlin. 8. W. Pease, East Wind- 
or. E.H. Hyde, Stafford. E. Smith, Ellington. .W. 3. 
Camp, Middletown. 

PENNSYLYANIA.—Rev. A. C. Thbinas, Philadelphaa. 

TENNESSEE.—P. M. Gordonesville. 

Rev. Geo. P. Leonard will act as travelling agent; nd all 
business transacted with him for our paper, will be considered 
valid. wor 


The Universalist and Ladies? Repository 


ls published 2emi-miduthly, at No. 46 Washington Street, Bos- 
ton, Ms., at $1,25 per. annum, payable in advance—$1,50 
in three months—$1,75 in six months, and $2,00 at the close 
of the year, and in the same proportion uatil paid. Twenty- 
|6we cents will be acagto those who receive their papers by 
the carrier. 


v 


II. Agents and Mapaniattons obtain'six new subscribers,* 
and send the money for them, 8hall receive a seventlicopy gratis, . 
aud in the same proportidw-for any greater oumber: wn” 

TH. All letters and communications for the ver make 
directed to Dax1BL -D-SmiTH, | 


| 
| 
[ 


* CL” 


"Rh 


- 


Mas#and those sent by u il must be po 
jnot be'taken out of the Y 
IV. _ Fan? Is; 00 of Ore, , Way bo. gent at our” 


[| expense. * 


- wo 


Al | those who. are > Sad arrears for the paper are 
humbly requested to makeimmediate-payment, and 
Y i ble; favor,. Me 


need all that is du& 
tion, 


THE UNIV 


or" " 


ORIGINAL worbs BY REV. H. BALLOU. 


FI. 2 i _— 
— _ 


Come, come to the waters, | thifmy and faint | 'he giver - of blessings has heard your com - plaint; , wan - "der no 
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\1] blessings are,,., ready; come, come ye to-day, 


_"Tgp 


1. 


There 's rest for the weary, a shade from the heat, O why will you labor for that which 82 


A path free from briers, inviting you feet, * And why pay your money when > otkinegon gain ? +, 
Repose from hard labor, and freedom from strife, ' With diligence hearken agd eat what is good; 
And pleasures are flowing far better than life, No longer be starving, here 's plenty of food. +* 


What are wells without water? ye thirsty, say, 
Or clouds without rain, that ye linger and 8tay? _ 

Are husks that you feed on far better than bread ? 

O come ye who hunger, yes, come and be fed. 
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A FRAGMENT. © about, like a roaring lion, seeking whom he may || her only s0n, whom Ss jonndarhough he was in- 

devour. | temperate, a lifeless.corpse., It seems be. had vis- 
Joseph listened to the voice: of the enticer. He || ited the tavern, and quenched. his thirst, and et 

I 8To0D beside the bed of pain, gave audience to those who sSay—a little will not || out for home. But rb” Tum, he sapk down 

Where sickness had a husband lain, _ harm you. He commenced the road to ruin. || by the way side, and perisl ed with the cold. "This 

Where all the hopes of child and wiſe, IC Ah, little do men know when they, enter upon || was too-much-for the fond mot her \ Reasop forso0k 

Were glim'ring on the verge of _ one unguarded action, what the /is8ve. will be, || her empire, and frantic 4n anit) X d im her 

L looked again, and hope had fled; They vainly imagine it 1s in their power to gtop stead. Until the day of her dea , Which 800n fol- 

The husband, numbered with the dead, when, and where they please, But vice is like an 1| lowed, she uttered but one rentenee, and 1 that was, 

Now prays, and sighs, and breathes no more; unmanageable steed, in the” hands of an unskilful | Jose b! Joorpny beware of 1 ſys 

His zoul bas fled to Canaan's shore. rider, By one inconsiderate stroke of the whip, he —— | 

The messenger of Christ drew near, "is excited to such a pitch fury, as.no skill can || Never has the ; avaricious mat 

And wiped away the falling teary | tame, no force control but both horse and rider || ways eager for : any lueratiy L. 

He bade the mourners look on high, | are hurried on together down. the precipice a flatters the rich ; is cautiou 

And trust in him whose help is nigh. sU8as.” *|| yerjgh in their rage?” So, when a young.wan to the poor; copy plains bard times; 3 is oftentimes 

th hi t 


ve | the first glass of the quid poison, he dreams not of - penurious with his relati ns, whom he perpetually 
THE VICTIM OF INTEMPERANCE. || the result, f admonishes about. fudence in expenditures ; as- 
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Original. Ye Joseph 800n increased the portion, and to the || sumes a very sanetified demeanor in chureb ; has 
| constant- habit of drinking, added the practice of || no relish for the enjoyments of life ; yet his RY 
1 was well acquainted wit with 6 Beer and || night revels, His health was 80on impaired, ness is nk ore to the increase of bis riches. 
Young man I never beheld. His Poverty s8tared him full in the face, and reputation deprives ; bimself of the necessaries of life; 
| : fled. To drown his sorrow, he increased the por- cies hi 2 If to ho Fe” ns tremibles boos e 
comn anding figure, did not || tion.” 'The cries, prayers and entreaties of a wid- || appreher by 
ic wira ration and praise of all|| owed mother, and an affectionate sister, availed. 
was the centre around which. ; nothing. Finally,-on a eold night in the middle of bsist ; upon. alms.. ' During 


Original. 


ighl orhc 100d moved, as do || December, he left the house and returned not again BG bonbog but rent-rolls. 


he great lu mainary of the|| alive. , Early the next morning, « a loud rap at the [55s By degrees he l ers away, and the fruits. 
2ame- & yicum of the hy-|| door called the good mother from her repose, She || of his toil are left to h hi: | beirs, who et not even/ 
EMPERANCE, who goes _ the door, when, o_ of f horrors, She aw [| respect his woquorye, at 


